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CONTRIBUTORS 


This issue Epoch strikes three-to-six ratio between new and old con- 
tributors. SHERIDAN BAKER, one the new contributors, teaches cre- 
ative writing the University Michigan, has published poetry previous- 
the Beloit Poetry Journal and The New Yorker, and now finish- 
ing translation Catullus. CHRIS BJERKNES has moved from Mary- 
land where now teaching high school. BRUCE FIN- 
SON last appeared Epoch the Winter, 1955, issue. KENNETH 
HANSON has had recent work Botteghe Oescure, The Sewanee Review, 
and Baudelaire New Directions. former contributor Epoch. 
HAROLD McCARTHY, Ph.D., Harvard, 1950, has been teaching 
Northwestern for four years, but now giving courses English litera- 
ture Europe under the University Maryland’s Overseas Program. 
has recently finished critical book Henry James. RONALD PERRY, 
originally from Miami, Florida, working Ph.D. has 
published poetry The Western Review, Poetry, Accent, and The Hudson 
Review. “Ballade” JAN WAHL from book poems entitled 
Prince 100 Soups. the winner last year’s major fiction award 
the Hopwood Contests Michigan and was Fulbright fellow Denmark 
1953-54. “Ballade,” writes, “myth imposed the Christ story, 
with the nun-concept the root; I’ve used too the episode Mary Magda- 
lene’s mistaking Jesus resurrected for the gardner.” former contrib- 
utor EDITH WEINBERG, whose “The Mourner” appeared the Win- 
ter, 1955, issue. 


NOTE: regret that the last issue the WILLIAM-FREDERICK 
PRESS incorrectly stated that the Press will “publish, print 


and distribute your magazine.” Manuscript, course, was in- 


tended. 
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CASSANDRAIC CANTOS 
Chris 


Sipping and seeking the known 

the eternal word, 

the word lost between the knotted knees dawn 
and dusk, the cup and the universe is, after which 
our pilgrimage into the dark. 


What mean? Priam’s daughter, 

the green-eyed one, let begin. 

Let begin where there beginning 
ending where there end, 

the time raking the slime from water 

stretching the heavy hours, the immaculate hours like 
heron the green algae dripping from his beak, 
let ask and unask 

what the infinite can run 

only the shadow and never 

comfort the eye, 


the heron wiping its beak 

the moon’s stone: the light, and the dark water 
dripping down 

what love 

seeking what means and does not mean 

within the word 

watching the seed hang the last winds, 

asking and unasking again, does the nightingale’s 
beauty exist only 

her loneliness 

the palm darkens the water lilies beneath, 
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the wind wrinkles the pool, the sound its 
soft feet, slipping like the Brahman priest across 
the vast sepulchre the silences. 


Time being neither memory nor the cyclical pattern, 
time not the pattern within the turn neither quaternity 
nor the mandala wheel; the end beyond the end 

the non-eternal without eternity, 
time thought and moving cause end: 
plentitude vacuum. 


Let begin unknowing the time. and known 

where there beginning word and 

think and unthinking this world 

braid the darkness, sleeping one end and beginning 
again the neat intrigues the infinites, the wind 
nudging the poppies the dead, 


and adoration babbling the bauble moon, shyly repeating 
unknown things 

seeking the meaning the time. 

where found the blown hair the grass sag 

spread like strangled woman’s, the aeolian winds sang 

strength 

and sullen whimpers weep from the willow and the weeds 
accompaniment. 


The multifoliate word blown the black 

rose the night and the jaguar gnaws the child 

the city’s gate, and who will hear 

who will hear the cry the nightingale 

stiffen the lilac, the wing the gull grow pale 
disintegrate the word the mist, 

who cannot slip into the dying 

earth the dance the place between where 

the winds frolic, shake the leather cheeks 

the yew, and see old man old month stretching 
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out his fish nets the sun. 


The young who hail him. 


Where have come? And the asking become 

lost the shadow word, its meaning 

and unmeaning, the shadow the dying vine, the withered 
pear, reflecting nothing but the stirring within the flesh 

with the short twig myself poking holes into the dark 
shuffling beyond the stalls the night 

and rib echoing despair, 

and spongy bone where the memory drips down 

into the eternal night, that terrible voice within that hangs 
like dead bird upon soul quivering the wind, 

the feathers quivering seems, rotting the lice 

gnawing from behind the pink flesh, the time for beauty lost. 


memory not desire, where hang here 


before the mirror like monstrous Lady 

washing the leaves hung with the dew’s tear, time 
devours with new despair. The shelling the dreams 
like peas, rosary slipping between the thumb time and 
the index who talked together, 

who talked 

coming into the darkness sipping and seeking between 

the silences, like old man stretching out the time, 
sewing his nets the wet dawn. 


This dream dominioned universe, the words 
the time, and the dance where the Zen pilgrim points 
with his hossu, the way the sun, and the light 
the sea splashing golden encyclicals into eternities, 
that prostrate the tongue the word 
from the heart hanging harmony 

love the being rid self. 
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know what Krishna meant: give away your eyes 
those unsounding bells that crouch like mice ready 
rip out the green currents your eyes, they 
rot light, those wild minnows that swim 
the dream, that smear upon mirrors and time, pluck them out, 
and stand the dark, stand the ashes the stars: 
time the firefly the belly the frog 
the frog quivers the snow heron’s mouth. 


know what the blue skinned Krishna meant, 

that time regret for the coming season, time 

not within but the wrinkled signature the mind 
quivering, the lily the withness the wind. 


know what Krishna meant, but the silent word 

the dance, the dying break beyond the wall 

dangling from the knotted rope sound which cannot tell 
who the dying were, the word falls the debris 

its meaning, and unmeaning fall the littered 

symbol ourselves where there the seining the metaphor 
across the shallow banks the world; 


know what the blue leper meant, time not all but hastens 
its pattern, then, the snow its giddy fall 

the lily rigging the bone, the wind cannot menace 

the shadows dance, the caress the meaning beyond 

the unmeaning time, and love that not love without ending 


end without beginning beginning without end, have 
one and cease be, one cannot tell word 
pressed between the emotion and the mind 

the word falls. 


And gone dance, unweary 
changes that are not, the rose within the skull, 
the chill snow that tells which way the wind turns 
and witness winter, that fill the pattern 
like the wide wings the heron upon the air 
cluttering the moon with its cross 
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dancing the primeval dance being the dream’s simile 
that slips dew from the lily sleep, the senses like flock 
crows hung the white tree the soul, and upon 

the twelve arms the winds scheme where Siva dances 
and she scrapes the prayer wheel the word 

into the word holding the word between the third finger 

the soul and the thumbs mute-bone with the drum 

the dance creation turning the dream dominioned 

universe the turtles wheel becomes the destroyer 

and the undestroyer, 

pray for us, Ghutama, the Buddha, pray. 


RUSTICATION 
Sheridan Baker 


Grape hyacinth, ranunculus, 

walk directed clipped yews, 
Apples dropped from wrinkled tree 
mark the fall’s periphery, 

And then corner laced with vine 
The cat can sleep and jungle in— 
These, plotted wilderness, 

Sum best terrestrial place: 

garden, part seed, part grown 
Only mind, which holds lawn 
Greener than anything sight, 
Appled, and greener still, towards night. 


Before me, Herrick mused like this, 

And would borrow some his 
Clear country matter, harvested 
Far from the court wished had; 

would compose myself, like him, 

Exchanging substances for loam, 

Rich last, the banked earth deep, 

And the worm dreaming through sleep. 
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Edith Weinberg 


pretty house!” exclaimed the odds and ends peo- 
ple who drifted dinners and parties, who knocked sell 
beg. 

there platitude, wondered Sybil, that you don’t see 
house until you live it? She knew all its secrets; everywhere she 
turned she saw what they had done it. That charity never began 
here had distressed the wainscoting behind the divan. The floors 
were scratched and scarred where they had stumbled from grace. 
The evenings after Peter had gone sleep, when Andrew read and 
she sewed, those grim facsimiles domestic tranquility, not the 
weather the street, had warped the window frames. Andrew said 
the fumes from the furnace inhibited growth, but she knew because 
they had polluted the air hardy plants lost their color and gasped 
death matter how lovingly she tended them. Only the bath- 
room, the lattice, did the ivy twine. “Ivy likes steam,” said An- 
drew. And she wondered what mischief permitted life the bath- 
room, the abbatoir where they had murdered the groundhog. She 
scrubbed and she aired but she could never cleanse the house her 
satisfaction. She would have welcomed roach and dispatched 
gently. For roach was creature God, struggling survive ac- 
cording its caste and not intending interfere. But their sins 
could never washed away. 

And now illness stained the walls. child’s disease, not even 
classic virulence, its aura was adding insult the injuries they 
had heaped upon the house. Stone was adequate for bridge and 
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wood could brace mine, but this house they absorbed like 
sponge and fast. 

Less than two years ago she had come with Andrew inspect 
the house. was new then and the swept lot was barren except for 
the plane tree its boundary, stricken winter other tree, 
lifting its empty gnarled fists the sky. witness tree,” she mur- 
mured, reading the description the lot before she signed the 
deed. “Now, Sibby,” said Andrew, “don’t wax poetic. That’s just 
mumbo jumbo for that old plane tree I’m going pull out.” She 
couldn’t bear watch the tree being torn out the ground, but she 
had supervised the installation the plump, pompous hedge that 
separated her from Amy Claypool. 

They had left their mark everything except the little bottle. 
She had protected that nothing the house touched it. stood 
the whatnot shelf, next her grandmother’s candlesnuffer she 
had brought from Vermont, small teakwood dais enclosed 
goldfish bowl. Its archaic shimmer the antique shop had be- 
witched her and she had bought with the remainder her groc- 
ery allowance. With careful delight she unwrapped the tissue paper 
and brought Andrew the palms her hands. “Don’t touch 
it,” she said. “It’s three thousand years old. was found Egypt 
anthropological expedition. See how the earth has colored 
the glass.” 

much was it?” asked. 

“Thirty dollars,” she said. She quoted the dealer. “The irides- 
cence type quartz which the result metamorphosis 
earth glass.” 

“Thirty dollars!” said Andrew. “The shop probably found 
junk yard.” 

“Oh, no,” she said. “It has catalog number the bottom.” 
She turned over show him the tape. museum was get- 
ting rid its duplicates and the shop was fortunate pick up.” 

can you naive?” asked. did not expect nor 
had she explanation for the most exasperating aspect her per- 
sonality. Only once, during the groundhog episode, had not 
questioned but defined her ultimately. Flabbergasted with insight, 
had said, are simple minded.” 

can take piece adhesive and write number 
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it,” said with the patience assumed for Peter dilute the 
miracles life with logic. 

duplicate!” Now was talking her, Sibyl, his wife, 
who tortured him with her errors and silly visions. “Do you seri- 
ously believe two those things were found side side? em- 
ployed the bank slightly, slightly higher than menial capac- 
spaced his words thought she was deaf well 
simpleton. not the president. not even vice president.” 
sighed, and from elation she fell her usual condition, mis- 
erable sinner. “You will have feed soup and beans for the 
rest the month,” said. cannot pay you for that thing.” 

Even the promising pastel jars cosmetics department 
gave other women lift, the little bottle made her feel young and 
hopeful. When she was most spent she would raise the goldfish 
bowl and marvel its shape and the dapples quartz the petri- 
fied mud. She had scanned thus the day after rained. re- 
coup its price she had dispensed with service and washed the win- 
dows. Andrew was indirectly responsible for the calamity for they 
were going picnicing the next day and said, had been say- 
ing for years, nicest thing about California that you can al- 
ways picnic advance and sure won’t rain.” had not 
actually rained. The heavens had parted, the clouds had burst and 
the basement was flooded. Days later, talking Amy Claypool over 
the hedge, she picked hailstone big marble out the 
crotch twig. 

could have told you,” said Amy. “It always rains after you 
wash windows, June January. you’re lucky begins 
rain before you’re finished.” 

Amy, too, had her fetish. She would fetch from the cupboard 
the silver she was buying service service with birthday and an- 
niversary checks and Robert’s Christmas bonus. Sitting the kit- 
chen table she would finger the cream soups, the butter spreaders, 
the dinner knives. Amy loved most the pieces she had made her 
order: the demitasse spoons with gold washed oval bowls, the ter- 
rapin forks and the orange spoons. “When was little girl had 
friend whose mother had these,” she told Sibyl. always wanted 
them got them. can’t afford them but woman has have 
something live by. Terrapin turtle, but use them for crab.” 
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And when she was revived and fortified face the rest the 
day Amy would return each piece the chamois bags and tie the 
silk cords. 

She lifted the goldfish bow] and peered the little bottle. 
the dusk seemed shed nimbus stronger and warmer than the 
glow from the fire. enveloped her tenderly; she felt she could 
remain always close harm would ever come her. She 
often wondered whether hidden inside there might tiny papy- 
rus containing code enlighten and bring her peace, for drew 
her possessed answer all her questions. Her heart told 
her had come from the museum. Timidly she guessed had been 
found the tomb queen, perhaps, and her heart shook, Nefer- 
titi’s tomb. and its twin had been Nefertiti’s favorite possessions 
next, course, Ahkenatan and their children. Nefertiti had filled 
the little bottle with rare fragrance, concocted for herself alone. 
This fragrance was minor pleasure, irritation, her land, de- 
pending upon the emotional positions her subjects; noticed her 
coming and evoked her presence when she withdrew. Nefertiti and 
Ahkenatan were her favorite lovers; that they had been brother 
and sister had always thrilled her chillingly. She was wicked 
countenance such goings-on. Yet their union had been blessed: Ne- 
fertiti had been Ahkenatan’s favorite wife and their children had 
loved both them dearly and thrived and not become, every- 
one had expected, gibbering idiots. the summer she must try 
persuade Andrew make the museum the destination trip. 
When saw the duplicate would forced believe; then 
too would cherish the little bottle and would think twice before 
again called her foolish. 

Peter’s whistle interrupted her fantasy and she replaced the 
goldfish bowl. She poked log into place, put the fire screen 
and went his room. was sitting his bunk, engaged 
freeing the whistle from the medal that also hung around his neck. 

“Did you ring, sir?” she asked. 

merely whistled,” said. “Please not funny and 
not exaggerate. cannot laugh. face exceedingly painful.” 
dislodged the whistle and slipped the medal under his pajamas. 

would you like sponge you with cool calomile lo- 
tion?” she asked. 
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noi want you touch me,” said. placed his pillow 
rung the ladder that led the upper bunk. merely want 
you stay here and keep company.” 

get sewing?” she asked. 

“You may,” said, “but hurry up.” 

When she returned his room was lying under the patch- 
work quilt with his arms supporting his head. exactly were 
you doing out there afternoon?” asked. 

She opened the sewing box and took out towel. reorgan- 
ized the freezer,” she said, “and patched your corduroys.” 

weren’t making any noise,” said, “so thought you 
were meditating. Andrew says should keep out your way when 
meditating know what’s good for me. What exactly 
said Sibyl. She threaded needle. you re- 
member when you were lost the woods with the cub scouts?” 

“Are you lost?” asked eagerly, sitting up. 

“Meditating,” said Sibyl, “is like getting your bearings, get- 
ting your sights get out the woods. like trying find the 
trees you marked when you came into the woods. Only instead 

your name?” asked. 

“Sibyl Maguire Dawson,” she said. 

“Maguire grandfather’s said Peter. 

also mine,” she said. “It part identity.” 

see,” said. your address?” 

Sierra Road,” she said. 

not lost,” said. turned onto his stomach and 
kicked his heels. worry,” said, long you know 
your name and address all twisted his neck and 
questioned her with one puffy bloodshot eye. “Why you 
much meditating?” 

She got and tucked the quilt. seeking clue and 
she said. 

“Now being poetic.” turned his back, placed his 
hand the roof the bunk and arched his body. “Andrew says 
shouldn’t pay any attention you when poetic.” 
bounced down. “There’s the telephone. Hurry and answer it. 
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Maybe it’s for me. it’s Andrew tell him bring something. 
Tell him bring game, good hard game.” 

said the sepulchral whisper. 

Jesus, Mary and Joseph, prayed Sibyl, all alone with 
sick child. Protect me. it?” she asked fearfully. 

me, Amy,” said the whisper. “I’ve lost voice.” 

“Oh, Amy dear,” she said, “how awful.” Her eyes caressed 
the little bottle gratefully. 

“It’s nothing,” said Amy. just called find out how Peter 
is.” 

fine,” said Sibyl. “He’s still itching but the eruptions 
are going away. He’ll few days. But what about you? 
What did the doctor say?” 

have doctor the house,” said Amy. don’t want 
any more loveless hands prowling and speculating me.” 

“But what are you doing for it?” asked Sibyl. 

reading Deuteronomy and taking honey and lemon. be- 
lieve old fashioned remedies.” 

“Amy, dear,” she said, Peter goes sleep come 
over and see you. bring you anything?” 

“Don’t come see me,” the whisper rose. don’t want any- 
body near when I’m not well. just wanted know how Peter 
is. call you tomorrow.” 

When she heard the click the receiver Sibyl saw Amy her 
austere house. 

“People are surprised when see house,” Amy said 
Sibyl’s first visit. think they expect full aspidistras 
and antimacassars.” She laughed. have reputation for being 
warm because I’m hysterical and I’ve become kind. But I’m cold 
and aloof and house reflects me. Nothing touches reaches 
any more.” 

Not even, thought Sibyl, Robert Claypool who suffered from 
everlasting embarrassment, was unable forgive him- 
self for shabby petty crime; who tipped his hat and said 
morning” when she brought Andrew the station and tipped his 
hat and said “Good evening” when she met the evening train. “Can 
give you Mr. Claypool?” she asked shortly after they had 
moved the neighborhood. thank you, Mrs. Dawson,” re- 
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plied, tipping his hat though had tipped when stepped off 
the train, and saw her greet Andrew. enjoy these strolls. sit all 
day, you know.” that’s why his hips are broad and flabby, she 
thought. 

that guy out here,” said Andrew after the Claypools’ 
only visit. “All knows profit and loss and not much that. 
have with bores all day. can choose company 
home.” 

her relationship with Amy existed over the hedge. “You 
have lovely house,” said Amy. “It looks like you. When was 
your age tried create lovely refuge for myself, place where 
could have peace. But didn’t work. have peace when I’m 
dead and refuge here.” She patted herself between her 
stomach and her diaphraghm. 

shouted Peter. here. Was Andrew?” 
asked. 

She took her sewing. “It was Amy. She sends you her best 
wishes for speedy recovery.” 

says Amy Claypool brassy, bleached blonde,” 
said. 

Claypool has perfectly gorgeous interior for anyone 
who has the wish ferret out,” said Sibyl. 

come you don’t knit any more?” asked. 

“You and Andrew have many sweaters there’s room 
store them,” she said. 

don’t you make socks like Andrew?” asked. 

“Your feet grow too fast,” she said. soon your feet be- 
come stationary shall make you many socks you will have 
different pair for each day the year.” 

“Stop exaggerating,” said. “Why you always wear 
sweaters?” 

don’t always wear sweaters,” she said. 

you almost always wear asked. 

never thought about it,” she said. “Maybe it’s because the 
colors are pretty. you mind smoke?” 

“Of course not,” said. “I’m used you smoking. You 
smoke like chimney. How come you’re asking permission?” 

thought the smoke might irritate your nostrils,” she said. 
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irritated all said. even irritated between 
toes.” stuck out foot and wiggled his toes. 

you sure you like some cool calomile lotion?” 
she asked. 

sat up. “If told you once told you hundred times,” 
said sharply. not want you touch me.” 

was young and said Sibyl, “between the First 
World War and the Second World War, there was joke. man 
says woman, you mind smoke? was very little man 
with big cigar and she was very tall woman with deep voice. 
Anyway, asks her can smoke and she says, don’t care 
you burn.” 

not very funny.” said jokes are funnier.” 


“That was not proper joke tell little boy,” said Sibyl. 
sinned again.” 

waved arm graciously. “You can tell anything,” 
said. times you’re funny. You’re very funny.” 

remember,” said Sibyl, about the time you were 
learning talk, you woke during the night and called me. went 


“You were always sneaking around with flashlight,” said 
Peter. “Why?” 

didn’t want you startled the electric light,” she 
said. 

said. “What happened?” 

sat your potty the dark and although you were half 
asleep you said, Oh, Sibyl, you’re funny.” 

suppose always thought you were funny,” said. “It took 
quite while figure you out. But understand you now. An- 
drew and both understand you. know you’re exceedingly com- 
plex and sad.” 

“Don’t you think you would like take nap?” she asked. 

have tried,” said, “but itch too much.” 

not scratching, are she asked. 

exercising self control,” said. haven’t scratched 
since woke up. Maybe scratched once twice when was asleep 
and exceedingly unconscious what was doing.” yawned 
widely. 
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are sleepy,” she said. 

“How would you like some steaming invalid broth?” she 
asked. 

merely scratching scalp, not skin. What invalid broth?” 

you’re sick you cannot have anything good eat,” she 
said. part the incentive get well. You have eat awful 
things, invalid food, day after day, until one day you decide get 
well just you can have something good eat.” 

careful,” said, “you’re getting funny.” 

“Sorry,” she said. 

beautiful,” said. 

glad you think so,” she said. 

“You’re exceedingly beautiful,” said. “And you smell 
simply wonderful. like the bathroom after you. 
exceedingly wonderful. you remember when killed the 
dragon the bathroom?” 

“It was not said Sibyl. “It was inoffensive, de- 
fenseless groundhog.” 

Though she had used the bathroom first Andrew had discov- 
ered the hole the wall. “If was the size well you wouldn’t 
have noticed it,” said. “Either the house poorly constructed 
the animal has very sharp teeth. get trap the city today and 
soon find out.” 

not going kill it?” she asked. 

“Of course I’m going kill it,” said. “What you expect 
do, give the run the house and let burrow holes 
every room until the house falls over our heads?” 

‘It’s probably small animal,” she doesn’t know what 
it’s doing. doesn’t understand wall. You could reinforce the 
house,” she suggested wildly. 

looked her incredulously. “It doesn’t understand 
wall,” repeated. are simple minded. gave you house, 
now you want reinforce keep out destructive animals. 
Destruction has matched with destruction.” 

Her friends had told her had both feet the ground and 
she agreed. But one had told her that her best offer would turn 


out worth not jot tittle, her. someone else, sen- 
sible girl who couldn’t bothered watch the clouds, Andrew 
Dawson would the most desirable men. But didn’t like sen- 
sible girls. efficient women who think they’re 
called them. “But make you unhappy,” she said. “Don’t 1?” 
“Why must you always pry?” asked. “Why can’t you leave 
things alone?” know make you unhappy,” she said. “We are 

Several times during that day she went her storage bin. 
That old trunk with the leather strap and one buckle missing, had 
tied with piece string, she had brought from Vermont 
when she left home search for fortune that had nothing 
with wealth. Lately she had deep longing for the seasons; she 
missed snowy winters and the wonder spring, dry leaves crack- 
ling under her feet the fall and hot, hot summers. Here time and 
she seemed stand still. she were brave she would take Peter 
and return and again move attuned time. Once she pulled foot 
locker off shelf. crashed the cement floor she was over- 
whelmed the hazards her intention. Better than Andrew she 
knew how helpless she was. She was continually making mistakes 
she hid from him. She never counted change until was too late 
and she lost goodness knows how much money. She lost umbrellas 
and handkerchiefs and gloves. She made terrible, hurtful mistakes 
about people. She wished believe everybody was born good; the 
part her that had been wounded truth did not restrain the be- 
deviled part from plunging into the arms anyone who smiled 
her. you never Andrew would ask when she brought 
him another tale frustration. she was not safe with Andrew 
her side, how would she get along alone, and with Peter take 
care of. 

She didn’t say word lift finger stop him from setting 
the trap. She was the accomplice who supported him with her weak- 
ness. During the night, while slept soundly beside her, she heard 
the trap snap shut. 

“That’s the end him,” said Andrew the morning. 

The groundhog was broken ball fur. “He didn’t need 
big trap,” she said. small.” 

“He didn’t gnaw small hole the wall,” said Andrew. 
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“What are you thinking about?” asked Peter. “Are you 
dreaming again?” 

was thinking,” said Sibyl, “that you had completely di- 
sease-free childhood. Here you are the ripe old age nine with 
the measles. suppose get the mumps when twenty- 
one. And chicken pox when thirty-five. Then 
nursed devastating young woman and will come visit you 

screamed with laughter. “Invalid broth.” 

“Cane,” crowed, “what will you doing with cane?” 

have always wanted she said. the time you’re 
thirty-five will need one. There will be,a shriveled old 
woman, bent over with 

“Stop it, stop gasped. “You’re hurting face.” 

very she said. had idea you would find that 
funny.” 

funny,” said. face hurts.” 

“Calomile lotion will make you feel much better,” she said. 
not want you touch me,” said. have idea. 
Why can’t the three fishing this summer the Eel River, 
instead going off camp alone?” 

take with the head the house,” she said. 


Eel River flows said. does the 

“North?” she said. 

“Certainly,” said. “Didn’t you know that?” 

give the impression being far less ignorant than am,” 
she said. “Where you pick these fascinating pieces infor- 
mation?” 

keep ears and eyes open, that’s said. 
when three fishing you can wear your dress without the top.” 

single, solitary one dresses has top,” she said. 

“That dress you wear summer that Andrew says you have 
the most beautiful torso when you wear it,” said. “What the 
torso?” 

“The torso the trunk, the upper part the human body,” 
she said. 

see,” said. took the pillow off the ladder, placed 
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under his head and drew the quilt his chin. think will try 

not repulsive she said. pink bal- 
loon decorated with rosettes.” 

come over here and kiss I’m not repulsive,” 
said. 

she sat the edge his bunk turned away and buried 
his face the pillow. changed mind,” mumbled. don’t 
want you kiss after all.” 

She stood up. “Men are always sending away for one 
reason another,” she said. 

turned violently and sat up. not sending you away,” 
said. merely not want you kiss me. merely want you 
leave began cry and the thick tears inflamed 
the eruptions his cheeks. not come into room unless 
call you. will call you need you.” His lashes were sodden 
with tears and nerve twitched his left eyelid. “Don’t you dare 
leave the house,” sobbed. very sick and cannot left 
the house all alone.” His voice broke and for the first time she 
heard his adult timbre. not leave the house. Merely leave 
room. And shut the door,” screamed. 

She could hear him sobbing when she raised the goldfish bowl. 
She replaced over the little bottle and went the kitchen where 
she tore paper towel off the rack. was still sobbing when she 
took off the bowl and placed the little bottle the towel. Two 
taps the candlesnuffer reduced mound dust. hadn’t 
contained papyrus after all; but bending close she smelled frank- 
incense and myrrh. She gathered the corners the paper together 
the dust would not dribble the carpet and threw the fire. 
And she watched the flames consume the packet she shivered 
her heresy that the wide rich beautiful earth had released talis- 
man dispel her pain. 
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BALLADE 


Jan Wahl 


All flesh grass, the circle earth, 
With much green each perfect flower 
Immaculate, most bland birth, 


hose roots are cut, ecstatic hour; 


Then tendrils loosen, color fades, 
The blighted grass has broken blades,— 


But beating seeds mount and cover 
The dust earth, for time was never 
the everlasting lover. 


“Bring your daughters!” the pilgrim cried; 
wore hat, brandished knife, 
Answered, when asked, had wife. 


“Don’t let our blushing daughters hide,” 
The fathers called, coax them out. 
Each appeared, lean stout, 


Showed pretty feet, and dowry cup. 
His horse was radiant, and high 
sat brightly the sky. 


The sun’s gold flame lit him 
Worthy any sack money: 
made lunch—butter and honey. 


They offered suckling pigs with cloves 
But declined, and took his meal 
Simply, and bid them kneel. 
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They wondered which would get his loves? 
answered, and they stood 
Like vine-stems ready wood 


Giving easy ripe blue plums, 
Though took none. They were 
“Many are called; few are chosen.” 


“Riddler! String him his thumbs!” 
Said the fathers; their daughters cried, 


And kissed his flesh when had died. 
All spirit the idea grass, 


heaven, where gracious glory is; 
Left beautify, surpass 


being—with this, 
Growing sure good ground 
Becoming mountain from mound,— 


word planted the ear 
the loved one the lover 
And makes him glorious, and near. 


“Gardener,” she said, “bring out spade 
may and build grave.” 
Instead, was palm gave. 


“No jokes She gravely prayed 
While held aloft the leaf,— 


did not bend—but stayed thus. 
She rose and stamped her little shoe, 
don’t you speak? you knew 


What happened here! died for us, 


Now shall die for him, you see; 


beneficent, have sympathy!” 
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She scarlet from the sun 
That lends the tint your apparel? 
Have you dipped our wine barrel? 


vengeance you have done 
Whose proof bloody stain? 
Gardener, you suffer pain?” 


Then she knew tended, 
What mighty issuing river filled 
Her very roots: he, whom they killed: 


And she, the pilgrim, journey ended, 
Felt her spirit kindle inside 
And was last his burning bride. 


WORDS FROM WORLD 
MADE WORDS 


Bruce Finson 


fashioned world out words; but when torn words 
decay from our spurious lips like rain from prop-trees, 
insist that our words define the leaves they make. 


might soon have built homes grass and sand. 
Let the words lie; they will not grow drift 
when abandon them beside beach gardens. 


Sometimes old conversations call forth 


and, diligent lexicographers, record them 
saying poems are the talks man holds with himself. 


don’t believe that, but are expected say it. 
What believe that you are madmen; 
and are soul-doctors, listening without profit. 
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It’s rarely sociable way live, 
our scribbling and scribbling again; yet who 
among you who nurture this world dares defy us? 


You deny and don’t blame you. 

This world not words, though our words would say so; 

and the meanings plant beast and rock you live with 
are nameless. 


But they have voice, these stupid existences; 
and are supposed trained hear 
when are not too darkened our own muteness. 


probably desperate voice, but someone must listen 

and briefly, spasmodically reply. Although you may muffle your 
eardrums, 

one ever outcries it: writes your epitaphs with our hands. 


COLD CROWD CLOUD-LOVERS 


The influence clouds upon planets 
unrestricted. Conjunction fronts 
amid transit weather resembles 
those intended irrational phenomena 
sometimes say are significant. 


Another irrational phenomenon 

that conjunction desires called love 
occurring amid transits poetry. 

This, too, consider 

significant sidereal weather. 
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The influence lovers upon clouds 

mystical but unapparent. Lovers say 
their eclipse would stop the earth turning; 
and only fool would correct them. 


Consider world without clouds lovers. 
Neither absurdity would noticed 

could comprehend any the climate 
blundering among their absence. 

would world like speech without meaning. 


But meaning without speech dimension 
lovers, like clouds, elucidate. 

And world without speech meaning 

not even old fools would endure. 

They would become mathematicians poets. 


The astronomer landscapes declares 
correctly that clouds are beautiful. 

Beneficial they may be, but efficacious 

meteorologist’s praise: clouds are clouds; 
unlike lovers, they rarely produce poetry. 
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PROBLEM THE WRONG SORT 


George Elliott 


The room was narrow and polished, and there were dials and 
gauges every side; the air was filtered dust and life, and filled 
instead with faint acrid odor and occasional whirs and clicks. 
Anderson didn’t have but wore white smock like nurse; 
was quite isolated from the rest the Testing Station, and many 
were more importance than he; but the machine, beyond dispute, 
was less expendable than any five people there, and Anderson was 
it’s special aid. 

“Hey, Andy!” called big, red-faced man the door. “Didn’t 
you hear the five o’clock whistle, boy?” 

“Oh yes,” said from the filing case. “How are you, Mr. 
Mosher?” 

“Come on, fellow,” said the big man genially, walking 
him, “call Rusty. can’t stand formalities all the time. 
This democracy, isn’t it? favor, call Rusty.” 

Anderson was pleased this familiarity the part man 
who was his superior two three thousand dollars year, but 
was shy and had never known Mosher well; stammered and 
said fine, Rusty. 

“What’s the matter, thinker, you got something hot the 
griddle keeps you working overtime?” 

not exactly,” said Anderson and closed the filing case. 
was just cleaning the last problem.” 

wait till morning, old sock,” said Mosher poking him 
the ribs and winking. “Uncle’s slave driver, man, Uncle wants 
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eight honest hours day out you and that’s it, that’s all, that’s the 
works, let her ride till morning.” 

“Okey. change.” took his suit coat out the locker, 
hooked the hanger over the locker door while removed his white 
smock and hung the locker, and put the coat. checked his 
tie and hair hand mirror kept the shelf. 

While was changing, Mosher studied the calendar the 
wall; there was large, glossy, tinted photograph voluptuous 
woman for each month. “Not bad,” said off-hand, whistling 
through his teeth. 

Anderson was relieved that Mosher liked his pictures; some 
did not. stay over sometimes because like get things cleared 


“You like your job, don’t you?” 

“Yes,” Anderson answered non-committally. 
trade.” 

“That’s the way Uncle likes hear it, fellow. He’s the best 
employer there is, and wants people appreciate the privilege. 
Yes sir, let’s have drink.” 

said Anderson, was pretty much thinking The 
Count when said liked job.” 

The Count was the nickname the machine. 

“Yeh, sure, you dropped right into place, square peg 
square hole for Uncle. That’s the way it’s done, man, you’ve got 
made. Come on, let’s have quick one.” Standing with the door 
open his hand, Mosher glanced uneasily the panels and dials 
and screw-heads and meters which Anderson was checking over at- 
tentively. Mosher said aloud himself, take buck- 
tooth secretary with yellow eyeballs. least when she gets 
nerves can get hers back again.” 

All Anderson noticed these words, concentrated was 
The Count, was Mosher’s reference woman; that anyone 
should find The Count formidable would have taken more than 
mumbled aside open door convince him. Moreover, was 
flustered the prospect drinking with Mosher. 

“That’s that,” said and carefully locked the door behind 
them. it’s nice afternoon.” expanded for moment 
front the white wall, the mild, five o’clock sun. 
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Mosher looked him oddly and did not say something had 
occurred him say. the Townhouse,” said. 
“Come on, car’s right over 

“The Townhouse,” said Anderson with note dismay. 

“Sure, you got anything against it?” 

“No, no, course not.” was ashamed say had never 
been there. 

“Okey,” said Mosher, genially again, putting arm across 
his shoulders, got atmosphere like.” 

Wrigley told goes there great deal.” 

Anderson was afraid for moment was not well enough 
dressed for the Townhouse; but when got the car glanced 
sidewise Mosher, and was reassured his sloppiness. was 
the sloppiness man who has become indifferent role 
finds comfortable keep playing; the suit had been fine 
material but was baggy, the shirt was frayed Brooks Brothers, the 
fine leather the shoes was dull and scuffed; was the sloppiness 
All-Conference halfback who has spent many the past 
twenty years freeloading and going conventions that doesn’t 
know how stop when wants to. 

“You know Jack pretty well, don’t you?” 

used know him little,” said Anderson. “We were 
Stanford together.” 


Mosher was Executive Assistant charge Personnel, and 
Jack Wrigley was Executive Assistant charge Production; 
there was third charge Procedure, Miss Fiske, efficient, ded- 
icated, and without opinions, but she was sixty and out the run- 
ning. Anderson, though nominally subject their jurisdictions, 
had been brought into the Station for the sake The Count; the 
Executive Director himself, Mr. Filibosian, told him what sort 
problems run and saw that got what needed; conse- 
quence, Anderson, though his salary was not high and his person 
unexceptional, walked about the Station aura respectful 
speculation which was quite unconscious; knew that 
was, wished be, left alone. had occurred him during 
the few months had been the Station that Mr. Filibosian’s suc- 
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cessor might not considerate; but never really concerned 
himself about the matter, for would take more than troublesome 
director spoil him for his daily work that narrow and care- 
exempt room where problems were solved. 

said Mosher leaning his elbows the table, “I’m 
going open and aboveboard with you. like you, boy, don’t 
know why, just like you, you’re friend mine. I’m going put 
out few feelers and want you give your reaction straight 
from the shoulder. You know how lot the people around this 
neck the woods are about bowling. They’re crazy for it. What 
want get this—I’ve heard you’re good bowler.” 

“You have? Where did you hear that?” 

what the boys were saying. Babe Dahl over Tubes 
was telling me. What about it?” 

“Well, I’ve done little bowling.” 

“That’s it, boy, that’s the first step.” waved waiter. 
“Refills, George, two the same. They’re me,” said An- 
derson, holding his hand thwart protest, “it was strictly 
idea, they’re all me.” 

“Thanks. Let take you dinner.” 

now that’s thought. Let’s get back bowling.” 
shot his cuffs. about this—we’re getting some teams 
the Station and maybe the enter the city championship 
contest. Mixed you know, man-woman teams. Try that one for 

Anderson was embarrassed about speaking against this 
idea Mosher’s, and was made uneasy Mosher’s restless 
fingers and sharp eyes. said nothing. 

comes Jack,” said Mosher jerking his head the street 
door. got Isabelle with him. You know Isabelle?” 

“No,” said Anderson turning look. “She’s well-stacked.” 
felt Mosher tap his arm, and turned back. 

good kid. His secretary and damned competent. She’s 
getting next him.” had focused all his attention Anderson; 
the others did not salute them passing. friend 
mine.” 

“Oh?” said Anderson, not knowing what meant. was 
beginning feel nervous. 
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that’s one thing say for Jew, they know which 
side their bread buttered on.” 

Anderson feared some request intimacy lurking behind 
these statements. spoke quickly. sexy.” 

Mosher cocked his head little. “Jewish women?” 

Anderson giggled. “You bet.” 

For moment, unexpectedly, Mosher was silent, looking into 
his glass. “If you think they’re sexy you ought get know col- 
ored girl sometime.” 

said Anderson eagerly. 

said Mosher. “In the dark got prejudices. 
fact, reverse prejudices.” 

that so?” 

“Well, let’s get back the bowling deal. What want get 
good team got, all lined before the thing breaks.” 

said Anderson, “I’m sure I’m not that good.” 

“Well, see.” 

“But really don’t want any team.” 

“The thing is, keep all this under your hat. one the 
few people I’ve spoken about it. trust you, Andy old sock.” 

“Oh sure,” said Anderson. 

me,” said Mosher sliding out. right back. 
friend mine just came in.” 

Anderson watched him walk, with step confident and 
springy, over platinum blond gabardine suit, put his arm 
about her waist and kiss her, order her drink, and fetch her back 
the table with him. Anderson was excited the thought being 
joined such chic, cool woman, tall and worldly and trim, but 
Mosher only introduced them without sitting down. 

“Say, Andy, you mind running out you like this, 
will you, old man? Marcia’s got engagement 7:30. She’s got 
eat first, and I’ve got some important things talk over with her. 
How’s about it?” 

“No, no, not all.” Anderson blushed little and tripped 
over the words. “It’s perfectly all right. was just about home 
myself.” 

“Tt’s been nice meeting you,” said Marcia smiling over the 
edge her cocktail glass. 
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right with you, darling,” said Mosher her and drew 
Anderson aside. model, you know. They lead Spartan 
life, believe not. Everything for the winked. “Kind 
Spartan anyhow. See you tomorrow seven the Broadway 
Bowl, okey?” gave Anderson time protest. have 
partner for you. The best the slick chick named 
Rhoda. I’ve been drawing bead her. She’s gazebo, boy, 
real gazebo, and she knows French.” half-glanced over his 
shoulder the booths behind him. word Jack. want 
get the drop him, not word. He’ll wondering what we’ve 
been talking about. Let him.” 

his way the interior door the bar with Marcia his 
arm, Mosher called Jack. Anderson glanced after him the 
moment was giving Jack full-armed, open-handed, smearing 
gesture geniality. 


For moment after they had gone through the doorway, An- 
derson stood the table; did not feel hungry, nor did want 
sit the table alone; went the bar, taking stool apart 
from the others there, and ordered another highball. did not or- 
dinarily drink alone bars, but the singer the television screen 
had caught his eye; and was convincing himself staying that 
had not been abandoned. The singer gave way national af- 
fairs gossip; the bartender was surly; woman waited dinner for 
Anderson his tidy little apartment; wished that Mosher had 
not brought him here. 

heard Jack’s voice, boozily friendly, his shoulder. “Hi, 
Clarence.” turned his stool, little flustered. “Haven’t seen 
you long time.” 

“Hello, Jack,” said. was just having highball.” 

would like introduce old college friend 
mine, Clarence Anderson. Clarence, this Isabelle Salz, the best 
secretary the damned Station.” 

Jack was polished and sure his manner, though heavy- 
lidded with drink, that Anderson felt bumbling and stupid. Isabelle 
was short and plump and had powerful New York accent, and she 
was panting with friendliness like puppy, and her dress was 
low cut was embarrassed look her all. 
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was just waiting here for acquaintance,” said. “I’m 
supposed meet him for dinner.” 

was pleasant saying hello,” said Jack. was grave and 
well-tailored and young for his years, and for moment Anderson 
felt was himself that Jack’s briefly sober eyes looked at. 
Rusty getting you interested the bowling competition?” 

Anderson stuttered that was something that sort. 

hope you make the team. sounds like good morale- 
builder. Rusty’s full good ideas that sort.” 

“Good-bye, Clarence,” said Isabelle and held out her soft 
white hand. “It’s been pleasure, I’m sure.” 

Anderson watched them walk out. Jack was thickening the 
waist and his hair was thinner. Isabelle waggled she walked, 
and leaned against Jack. Anderson thought she was common and 
cheap, and hated Jack for having anything with her. man 
like Jack had trust; Rusty Mosher did lot glad-handing, glad- 
handing was his job and did well; but man like Jack had 
business drinking around with dumpy little secretary, putting his 
arm through hers and God knows what else; was traitor his 
trust. 


The Broadway Bowl had been conceived leatherette ele- 
gance, some years before. Anderson was rather impressed the 
place; had learned Colorado, alleys where there 
had been soft music, automatic pin setters, chrome ash trays; 
but the time had bowled line himself here—he had come 
early get little solitary practice—he felt ease; cigarette 
stains the floor, hole the upholstery, the smell shoes, the 
cursing, was after all place knew. 

was slender enough look well jodhpurs and 
man’s shirt; her hair was round cluster black curls, which did 
not obscure her elegant ears; her lips were delicately drawn and 
thin; and she had faintly British accent. 

“Rusty has been telling you were the champion Colo- 
rado,” she said. scare me.” 

“Good heavens,” answered, was junior champion when 
was seventeen. That was awfully long time ago.” 
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“Oh, come now, you aren’t that old, are you? Andy? You 
don’t mind call you Andy, you?” 

rose the occasion. course not. Rhoda.” 

behaved towards her with sort gallant formality which 
all the same made him feel special intimacy when they laughed 
or, even, exchanged glances; and seemed him that they were 
leaving Mosher out it. 

the matter, Rusty,” said after the fourth fifth 
frame, hurry get some place?” 

Mosher looked over from the seat from which had been 
watching, apparently surprised the thrust Anderson’s voice. 

“What you mean?” 

“You keep looking your watch all the time.” 

“Tt’s Mosher looked annoyed. 

But was more like tic, sudden jerking the left wrist 
out the sleeve and stern stare the watch. did two 
three times before the end the line. 

“It bothers me, said Anderson, apologetic and insis- 
tent once. 

“Well, got anyway,” said Mosher standing; 
waggled his shoulders and pulled his neck free from his 
“You’re doing swell, kids, you’re going make great team. I’ve 
got every confidence you. Look, Rhoda honey, what time you 
want come pick you up?” 

She stood much closer him than she needed, and buttoned 
his jacket and smoothed the lapels she stood there. don’t care, 
Rusty. Whenever you’re free.” 

Anderson was disappointed her, that she should 
familiar with Mosher. had felt something finer her than that. 

“About 8:30. can get away.” Mosher looked his watch. 
“Say, Andy,” said with the heavy air one who has thought 
this out already, “you don’t have your car, you?” 

said Anderson. refused help. 

“Well, could you give Rhoda ride home case don’t get 
back time?” 

would delighted,” said her directly. was 
pleased see that she moved away from Mosher little. 

was not, was relieved discover, that she was flirt; for 
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after Mosher left she did not make him directly. found 
her decorous and intent bowling and very charming quiet, 
irresistible, British way. was fascinated her skin, which was 
satiny and dark tan, and glanced quickly whenever she was 
intent her bowling. Everything about her seemed him win- 
ningly boyish except the feminine grace her movements and tone 
silly about the Old Man,” she said during rest. 
don’t know,” answered. 
“Mr. Filibosian?” 
“Oh, know Mr. Filibosian all right. mean, don’t know 
what you mean about Rusty.” 
“He hasn’t talked you about it?” 
what?” Anderson found this batting the ball back 
and forth very pleasant. 
“Mr. Filibosian going retire, you know.” 
hadn’t heard. When?” 
“April May. who’s going get his job?” 
“Rusty?” 
“Or Jack,” she said and shrugged. 
“Do you know Jack?” 
“Sure. Receptionists know everybody. you know him?” 
were college together.” 
“But Rusty said you were mathematician and know Jack 
studied history. Besides, you and don’t seem the same type 
somehow.” She cocked eyebrow him. 
made friends the Co-op one way another, over cof- 
fee. was funny ever did, but college sort nice that way. 
took the only parties went to, cocktail parties.” 
College stuff, huh?” 
“Oh no, they were serious parties, raise money for Spain.” 
“For Spain?” 
“You know, the Spanish Civil War was and lot stu- 
dents took heart. Jack’s from good family, you know, but 
took the war very seriously.” 
bet.” 
“They were great parties too. After the first one two, peo- 
ple were sort friendly me. was with Jack.” 
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They arranged together twice week, Tuesday and 
Thursday evenings, prepare for the Station Tournament. 

the afternoon the second Monday, Rhoda came into An- 
derson’s workroom. 

“Why, hello,” said. had not seen her dress before; 
her figure was more womanly than had supposed. “This 
unexpected pleasure.” 

“Hi, Andy. just wanted see The Count. I’ve heard 
much about him.” 

“There’s not much see. The Count’s like person—the most 
important activity goes inside where you can’t see it.” 

The telephone rang. was respectful but impatient; was 
officer who was still trying get him work impossible 
problem. The Count had answer correctly every question put 
it, and Anderson was the only one the Station who knew how 
put the questions answerably; source unfailing gratification 
him was explaining important fools that question which there 
certain answer may not put The Count all. 

“You certainly disposed the brass hurry,” she said. 

“He had the wrong sort problem.” 

“Really? there right and wrong sort problem? You 
fascinate me, Andy.” 

“Don’t worry your pretty little head about it,” said indul- 
gently. 

Just before anger flared her eyes, she smiled and stood close 
front him buttoning the top button his smock. can’t play 
with you tomorrow she said. 

“Oh?” was cry much question. 

“My father going town for just one day. 
seen him for months.” 

said, too bad. was looking forward it.” 

she said. 

not busy this evening.” 

not? Then can bowling this evening.” 

see you the Bowl 7:30?” 

choked his answer. She wrinkled her nose him. 
his confusion, and because she was close, put his arms around 
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her before had thought. But the moment had kissed her 
vigorously let her go; someone might come any moment, this 
was inappropriate place for such thing, she might dis- 
pleased. 

She glanced him. She left without another word. was 
positive that she was offended; she had English good manners; 
had been uncouth. 


But 7:30 was Mosher who appeared the bowling alley. 

“Hi, boy,” said. “Rhoda couldn’t get touch with you, 
she sent over.” 

sorry,” said Anderson hurriedly. was out for dinner. 

“That’s all right, fellow, don’t worry. The thing this, Rhoda 
got telegram from her father. He’s coming this evening and 
she wanted let you know. How’s been going?” 

“Fine,” said Anderson eagerly, hide his disappointment. 
natural bowler. She’s really better than am.” 

“Is that so? Well, let’s toss off couple make for it. 
How’s about the Merritt? Oscar’s friend mine. shakes 
mean gin sling. His own formula.” 

“All right, fine,” said Anderson, and started change his 


shoes. spoke her over the phone?” 

“Yes.” 

“Sure. Why?” 

“She didn’t sound peeved anything?” 

“About what?” 

mean, she came over and told just this afternoon she’d 
here tonight.” 

There was silence. Anderson was intent his laces. 

you old wolf,” said Mosher and poked him the ribs, 
made pass her, God.” roared Anderson’s blush, 
which showed the back his ears. “Don’t give another 
thought. Rhoda’s okey.” roared again. “What’s the matter, 
Andy, did you try throw the blocks her the bare floor?” 

“No,” said Anderson hastily, “lord no, no. just kissed her, 
you know, just began kiss her really, then realized hardly— 
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mean thought—So let her course.” 

Mosher looked mock-grave. “Hell hath fury like woman 
scorned. Don’t you know that?” 

didn’t scorn her.” Anderson was little indignant. “Scorn 
her!” 

“You scorned her. Anyhow, she felt scorned. Take from 
boy, you scorned Rhoda. Any man that doesn’t try follow 
She likes the stuff, man, take from me, she adores 


Anderson was crestfallen. 

“Look,” said Mosher, subtle. you’ve made 
bubu. can fixed up. Buy her something, something flashy and 
expensive. Take from me, all right, you’re the way, 
who hesitates lost.” 

The bar they went to—the cocktail lounge—was nearly de- 
serted. Mosher introduced him Oscar, and made few jokes. 
They sat window with view the calm lake and the glow- 
ing buildings the other side. The room was dimly lit and well 
carpeted, there was dinner-music from invisible sources, the drinks 
were refreshing and long. They did not talk much first, few 
comments about the view, but sat sipping and drinking. Anderson’s 
mind filled with lascivious—dirty-postcard lascivious—images 
himself and Rhoda the calculated antics which supposed 
the aim and delight loose women. But after while Mosher 
began asking him about his college work, and presently found 
himself explaining the operations and wonders The Count; 
Mosher seemed reflect some his own excitement for the ma- 
chine. nine they stood go. 

was with strange sense intimacy that Anderson heard 
Mosher ask him would accompany him next night dinner- 
dancing with Marcia and friend hers. More such 
women: was afraid their world and their ways, but could 
not have said personal request from this sudden, surpris- 
ing friend. 


Marcia’s friend was Polly, red-haired and lively. She liked 
Anderson. She was eager like everybody. Her gaiety rose they 
went from night-club night-club. They ate Vanessi’s and sat 
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the Tahitian Hut for while, and then went Finocchio’s where 
men dressed women endlessly pattered double-meaning jokes. 
None them drank too much; they watched floor shows. Mosher 
suggested they the Dragon Room Chinatown where they 
could dance. Marcia was tired; Polly was having good time where 
she was; Anderson, though didn’t say so, worried about the 
money this all was costing. But Mosher persuaded them go. The 
waitresses the Dragon Room wore green pajamas and their hair 
was dressed lacquered pompadours. 

“Gee,” said Polly, “this the swellest night out had for 
ages. can’t afford out too much. Baby-sitters cost awful 
lot.” 

cried Anderson. 

Diane’s only two and half.” 

have child?” 

have child,” she said tossing her head. 

husband?” Surprise had pushed him into boldness. 

“And husband.” She stood from the table and put her 
hands her hips. divorced naturally. What did you think 
was anyhow?” 

Anderson had not thought, had only assumed; was obvi- 
ous had assumed falsely. hastened apologize and assure; 
even, Mosher’s applause, turned his error into compliment, 
saying could not imagine that woman with such figure 
could mother. 

“Okey,” said Polly, who hadn’t speck Marcia’s hauteur, 
dance while, Andy.” 

She had seemed him sexy-provocative and hot and sensual 
—but she danced, did, almost chastely. Besides, she was 
shorter than he; most the women this long-legged California 
were, like Marcia and Rhoda, too tall for him dance with hap- 
pily; couldn’t feel superior them even height. 

“You know,” Polly said, nice dancing with you, Andy, 
gentleman. Most the guys know droop their necks over 
girl’s shoulder like horse, else they want melt right 
you can’t dance all. You’re gentleman.” 

thanked her and liked her; but was disappointed. 
She was like cousin, the sort girl his mother had picked out 
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for him, meek and mild, not what he’d expected model all, 
more friend, the sort who enjoys good time all right, but never 
forgets she wants get married the end. 

When they returned their table, Marcia was listening 
Mosher, who was leaning back his chair with thumb hooked 
his belt. 

they heard Marcia say. 

“Oh, don’t know about spies,” answered, winking know- 
ingly Anderson. was just telling her about Pat Cooley.” 

Anderson did not understand the wink. “Pat Cooley?” 

you know Cooley. The security officer.” 

Anderson did not know, know of, Cooley. yes,” 
said. 

Polly cried, and clapped her hands. 

She looked much like child who has been promised 
story that Anderson patted her the shoulder; before had time 
feel alarm about the familiarity this gesture, she smiled over 
him and took his hand hers and sat holding her lap. 
should have found exciting sit expensive night-club 
intimate terms with beautiful, strange woman, but didn’t; 
wasn’t tenth exciting thinking about would have been. 
This was casual affection, house-cat what had supposed. 

Mosher was saying, “Cooley doesn’t talk much. He’s 
friend mine, don’t want you get wrong, but he’s got job 
where can’t run off the mouth. Naturally, being personnel, 
get side view what goes on. got rid Communist, don’t 
mind saying that, strictly off the record course, but mostly 
have worry about security His voice dwindled off; 
gazed with growing intensity Polly’s left ear. “By God, it’s per- 
fect,” said, and leaned forward and pinched the lobe. looked 
her face and body lewdly. “What woman.” 

And Anderson’s confusion she was not insulted even an- 
noyed him; this cousinly girl, holding hands with one man like 
kids friendly date, could seemingly enjoy the open lechery 
another man. And not even Marcia, the tall and cool, seemed jeal- 
ous, neither jealous nor pleased nor anything else. Yet had 
pinched Marcia hastened out his disturbance with the aid 
question. 
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“What you do?” 

“Huh?” said Mosher, swinging his attention ponderously 
from Polly. does who when, thinker?” 

mean, security cases.” 

“Collect data.” 

“How?” 

Cooley has get his testimony wherever can, about 
organizations and past associates and things the fellow has said and 
parties he’s gone and all that. You know the sort thing, 
Andy.” glanced his watch. 

mean it’s all done court?” said Marcia. Her air and 
voice were bored. She was watching the orchestra leader, who occa- 
sionally looked around sizing things up. 

“Oh hell, no,” said Mosher. didn’t seem talking 
Marcia exactly. hailed waitress. “It’s not legal honey 
child. After all, there’s nothing stake but job, maybe not even 
that, maybe just promotion. Another round, miss.” She took 
the empty glasses. atmosphere here,” said, watching 
her pretty little bottom. Polly laughed and Anderson blushed. 

“Nice and cozy,” said Anderson, nice cozy atmosphere.” 

The others glanced him, smiling, but doubtful what 
had intended: was large room three-fourths empty. But had 
meant nothing; had only been plugging hole. 

then,” said Marcia the accents boredom still, 
“what you do, Rusty, isn’t trial?” 

mean,” said Mosher, “if you know something detrimen- 
tal about somebody’s loyalty, say the Station for example?” 

guess that’s what mean.” 

“Well, honey, you just Cooley, that’s all you’ve got 
do.” glanced his watch. “Security has all arranged nice and 
smooth. You tell what you know and that’s it, that’s the deal, the 
works, kaput. You’re listened to, the appropriate action taken, 
and you don’t have another thing. Your name strictly con- 
fidential with Cooley, he’s reliable guy. He’s expert Secur- 
ity.” looked over toward the entrance the room. “Duty with- 
out discomfort. That’s the way ought be.” 

The orchestra began playing. Mosher asked Polly for dance. 
Anderson could hardly avoid inviting Marcia dance, but she was 
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tall. excused himself and went the toilet. When after 
absence rudely long returned, found her watching the dancers 
their small floor. began, bumblingly, ask her she wanted 
dance, but she said she would like sit this one out; she gave 
him kindly look she said this and patted his arm. 

followed her gaze. saw the brown-skinned back 
woman strapless gown, slender and supple. Her partner 
seemed laying his head her shoulder, his hair disheveled. 
They were moving more slowly than the others, and unsteadily; the 
woman seemed supporting the man. Marcia caught Anderson’s 
eye and made expression distaste, which returned. lost 
sight the couple for while, and noticed Mosher with Polly; 
was gratified see that Polly was keeping Mosher his distance. 

But then the first couple revolved back into sight, and 
ognized the woman Rhoda. his surprise, darted through his 
mind that the man was her father, with whom she had told him she 
was going spend this evening; but the absurdity the thought 
voided it. Gradually, they revolved again; Anderson saw the man’s 
handsome face, eyes closed, lips slightly parted, lying sideways 
Rhoda’s shoulder; for moment did not recognize him Jack 
Wrigley. 

“Tt’s revolting,” said Marcia, leaning toward him and speak- 
ing with unexpected sharpness. 

“He used superior too,” said Anderson, true gentle- 
man.” felt proprietary about Jack; others should pity him for 
his weakness. 

did,” said Marcia. looked down her hand 
which was touching his arm; her fingernails were perfect, red-gold 
ovals. “But gentleman would associate socially with niggra.” 
There was sound scornful triumph her voice. stared 
the nails though they were precious stones. “He couldn’t,” she 
said, and squeezed his arm. But was not interested anything 
except those nails. 

She removed her hand; came with start; had been 
bad manners him not have responded what she had said, 
have stared her fingernails. looked up, beginning apol- 
ogize, but she showed signs having observed his rudeness. She 
was possessed ever, looking the direction the band 
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leader, who was glancing her over his shoulder. 

man.” Mosher’s hand was heavy his shoulder. “It’s 
good dancing out tonight.” 

Anderson shrank down little, and looked into Mosher’s 
fatherly smile. had intention saying anything serious, but 
his voice when spoke was sharp and small, and drew the wom- 
en’s notice: “Is Rhoda Negro?” 

Mosher’s smile sank into part shrug. “She’s from 
Jamaica. Figure out for yourself.” 

mulatto,” said Anderson, and Mosher nodded. “An Eng- 
lish mulatto.” felt like crying. 

what?” said Polly. she anyhow?” 

said Mosher. “Don’t give thought, baby doll.” 

But Mosher looked pointedly the dancers, and his eyebrows 
went up. 

“Disgusting,” said Marcia. 

“You mean,” said Polly indignantly, “that pretty girl the 
yellow gown?” She saw their faces she was the one they meant. 
she’s beautiful. It’s the man that’s disgusting anybody is.” 

know that,” said Mosher consolingly. fireball, 
there’s nothing wrong with colored people, everybody knows that. 
It’s the man, you’re right.” 

late,” said Anderson. home.” 

“Oh!” said Polly. 

Marcia picked her purse. 

rolls around mighty fast,” said Mosher. 

“Come on.” Anderson was the first and out. 

was acute distress for fear that they might have speak 
Rhoda and Jack. despised Rhoda for having lied him, but 
after all what should one expect from black bitch? was the 
thought Jack’s degradation that clotted his throat. 

the coat-check counter, embarrassed and hurried though 
was, noticed Mosher facing back into the main room, and dis- 
tinctly saw him wink. followed the glance. Jack was table 
arguing with waitress; Rhoda’s head was just turning back toward 
Jack, her face smile that seemed Anderson contempt- 
uous. could not imagine why Mosher, under the circumstances, 
should have winked Rhoda; yet whom else? suspected 
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conspiracy that wink. suspected that some plan had worked 
out arranged and that himself had been involved nearly. 
was not uneasy suspicion, but something sad between guess 
and knowledge. stared Jack’s gesturing the waitress, arro- 
gant and graceful through all that and just for moment 
forgot all about Jack’s drunkenness, dealings with vile women, 
debasement high gifts, and pitied him. 

good-looking dish, that Rhoda.” said Mosher his ear, 
squeezing his arm. “Like said, Andy, pays man keep his 
prejudices under control. She’s got what takes. Jack’s shape 
appreciate what he’s missing. She’s nice 

“Rusty,” said Marcia the ride home, “what security 
risk anyway?” She was gazing out the side window, over the railing 
the Bay Ridge, the lights Oakland. She did not seem care 
about what she was saying; killing time; spieling. 

“Don’t worry about it, sugar plum. It’s got nothing with 

Polly was close Anderson the back seat, her head against 
his shoulder, apparently asleep. There was nothing personal about 
her intimacy; was just the pleasant way ride home with date. 
was indifferent her; bitterness absorbed him thought 
about Jack’s betrayal. 

“But Marcia was saying on, “keeps someone from just 
lying?” 

don’t want anything but the truth,” Mosher said sternly. 
“The truth’s good enough for us. the truth won’t hang man, 
don’t want him hung. man was active front organizations, 
don’t want hear was card-carrying party member. 
raised money help the Spanish Loyalists, that’s good enough for 
us. what can with what we’ve got. take our 
chances with the truth comes. That’s democracy.” pulled 
her over beside him, his arm over her shoulders. “Now shut your 
sexy trap stop right here the Bridge and shut for you.” 

She muttered something Anderson could not understand, and 
they both laughed low voices. They rubbed cheeks. Anderson 
looked down Polly’s face; could have rubbed cheeks with her, 
but would not have been the same. Once Marcia started from 
Mosher’s side and said with contempt, “That creep.” Mosher 
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shushed her. She must have meant Jack; this stupid, loose, cheap 
woman felt she had the right call Jack creep. For moment, 
Anderson felt indignant her, but then bleakly thought she was 
right. Jack had come down that far. 


problem that can’t turned into numbers can’t solved. 
Don’t bring here. Clarence Anderson.” 

posted this notice the door his windowless room 
ten next morning, locked himself in, and told the PBX op- 
erator send only Mr. Filibosian’s telephone calls him. 
had several problems set and run; six callers had pestered 
him during the first hour work. was too disturbed deal with 
little fools patiently. The last one, some officer’s secretary, had told 
him with sneer that was pretty snooty for adding machine 
operator. had practically pushed her out the door. The Count 
adding machine! clenched his teeth the thought. 

had brought two apples, which ate instead lunch; 
intended stay till dark finishing his work. One day this week 
the University was sending down expert work with him setting 
big ballistics problem; wanted the decks cleared for action. 
Three times during the day footsteps came the door, twice 
women’s, once man’s; there were knocks; answered none. 

concentrated with all his power his work. But, against 
his will, memory took hold him. college Jack had taken him 
along beach-picnic one spring day. and had made him for 
while the life the party getting him show off his mathemati- 
cal skill and tricks; girls had laughed and teased him; one the 
men had talked him seriously about statistics; Jack had said 
would indispensable planned society; had ridden home 
with Jack rumble seat, drinking beer and talking about the 
planned society. Anderson’s knees trembled hard under the load 
memory that had sit down. Jack had been great spirit, 
true leader, then. The worst the corruption the best. put 
such thoughts out his mind. They did not stay out long. 

Mr. Filibosian’s secretary summoned him two. 

“Clarence,” said the old man, wrinkled and wheezing and 
shrewd-eyed, “you’ve done first-class went and 
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about Anderson’s performance, thumbing through the dossier with 
admiration. “I’ve been thinking hard about your work after I’ve 
left. You need someone who appreciates the delicacy the mat- 
ter. I’ve talked Jack Wrigley about it. have every confidence 
Jack. think would best for you work with Jack. He’s 
good man. He’s the type man who strengthened additional 
responsibility. trust him. Besides, understand you’re old school 
buddies.” 

Anderson would what was best, what Mr. Filibosian 
thought best; was sure that Mr. Filibosian’s long experience 
judge men gave Mr. Filibosian the authority speak such 
important subject that therefore would have future hes- 
itation working with Jack Wrigley; was only grateful that Mr. 
Filibosian had, such time, taken the trouble concerned 
with him, who was after all the lower echelons. 

don’t remember that ever told you,” said Mr. Filibosian, 
“but Jack had lot with our hiring you. Rusty and were 
going pick man from with brilliant record, but Jack 
discovered you had applied and persuaded choose you. 
haven’t regretted once, and I’m sure one ever will regret it. 
set real example. Good luck.” 


dumpy little woman tweed suit was standing his 
door when returned. Not until was quite close did recog- 
nize her Jack’s secretary. 

“Hello, Clarence.” She was partly smiling; the fingers that 
took the cigarette from her mouth were trembling. 

“Hello.” could not remember her name. Her perfume was 
too strong. 

She had some trumped-up story about taking collection 
buy Mr. Filibosian farewell gift; obviously there was more 
her mind than gifts. first thought would not open the door 
while she was there; but she showed sign wanting in. 
unlocked, and motioned her enter. was still cold the room. 
One the fluorescent lights was blinking and clicking. Their voices 
sounded somewhat hollow; the room was higher than was wide; 
concrete and metal entirely. 

know,” she said, “they’re investigating Jack.” 
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shrugged. when you apply for sensitive posi- 
tion.” 

“Yes, sure. You knew him college, didn’t you?” 

She knew that had known Jack then. scarcely nodded. 

shouldn’t saying she hesitated. said nothing 
reply, but stared her down. Her accent annoyed him. “Jack’s won- 
derful guy. Don’t let Rusty work you.” 

Before she could said, “Who ever sug- 
gested Rusty was working me?” 

“Rhoda. She told me. 

“Rhoda! How would she know?” 

“She and Rusty are real friendly. They have been for long 
time.” 

made noise scorn. “Do you know where saw Rhoda 
Tuesday night?” 

“No.” Her voice had sunk almost whisper. 

“The Dragon Room. strapless gown. You know who she 
was with, pawing all over her?” 

“Who?” 

saw the quivering her chin that had scored point. 
expected her leave, but she seemed have come with de- 
termination nothing would shake her from. could, patiently 
now, watch her with her special pleading him make 
little anything detrimental Jack’s college politics; paid 
attention what she was saying, but amused himself watching 
her worried expression; was odd that insignificant and com- 
mon woman should get worked about man worth fifty 
her. Why worry? was simple problem, just question duty. 

She left him confused and angry, for though knew old 
times’ sake had nothing with duty country, yet could not 
remember Jack his friend and benefactor without emotion. Jack 
had been the friend had boasted his mother; was grate- 
ful now had never screwed courage invite Jack his home 
meet her, not the boy who was become this man, drinker, 
lover low women, associate Negroes and Jews, betrayer 
trust. 

5:30, was queasy, could not tell whether from emo- 


109 


é 
‘ 


tion from lack food. The Count could left working for 
hour alone while ate dinner. hung his smock its hook 
the locker, and took his jacket off its hanger. that moment, 
there was knock the door; familiar-sounding voice called 
somewhat tentatively Andy Andy. stood silently waiting till 
heard footsteps leaving. red light flashed the control panel 
Count had detected error the set-up the problem. 
would have stay. His smock caught the hook. jerked off 
hard tore. 


was unlocking his apartment door, his telephone rang. 

“Mr. Anderson?” was neutral voice. 

“Ves,” 

“This Pat Cooley, Security Officer.” 

“Oh yes, Mr. Cooley, yes indeed.” 

running routine security check John Lansing 
Wrigley. He’s being considered for sensitive position, you know. 
understand you’ve been acquainted with Mr. Wrigley for some 
time.” 

knew him college?” 

They’d found that out already. Surely Jack would not have 
mentioned the fact. They were efficient, good and efficient. 

did.” 

“Fine. need information about that aspect. Could drop 
your officé tomorrow morning nine o’clock and talk you 
about this matter?” 

Anderson was dismayed the thought such in- 
terview, The Count’s workroom especially. fact, disliked 
the thought the interview itself. “If you don’t mind rather 

“Then office perhaps. I’m the Administration Build- 
ing, room 1015.” 

“Look,” said Cooley with amiable-sounding insistence, “if it’s 
convenient can drop your place right away, this evening. It’s 
only matter twenty minutes.” 

haven’t eaten yet,” said Anderson. 
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hour then, how’s that?” 

Anderson did not answer. Cooley remained silent. 

right,” said Anderson. hour.” 

fixed himself canned corned beef hash, canned corn, and 
canned peaches for his dinner. The apartment was spick and span 
the cleaning woman had been there that afternoon but 
checked over meticulously. was concerned girl with 
suitor about whether would better for Cooley sit the 
couch the table straight chair. decided upon the couch 
for Cooley and the straight chair for himself. decided upon the 
tone use, dignified and impartial. decided would refer 
Jack Mr. Wrigley. decided not offer Cooley glass 
sherry. decided nothing. 

Cooley accepted the couch with indifferent politeness. 
pulled out little notebook and wrote his knee. spoke Mr. 
Wrigley. seemed not expect offered something eat 
drink. fact, nothing seemed matter him but putting An- 
derson, the most deferential yet firm manner, questions about 
college cocktail parties. first Anderson was thrown off 
Cooley’s indifference the disadvantages was under. But the 
homely questions went on, who was there and who was friend 
whom and how well did you know them all, became intrigued 
observe the ordinariness secret investigation, social and reas- 
onable. was like his own tending The Count: what was usual 
and routine for him seemed others astonishing first, and then 
tedious; others could not comprehend the underlying wonderful- 
ness The Count, which nothing but long, ordinary acquaintance 
could reveal. with this interview. was only first that was 
astonished such questions as: much did you have pay 
for drinks those And found the process tedious only 
while was trying guess what Cooley was really getting at: “Do 
you remember what part San Jose the house was in? what 
looked like the outside? how many rooms had, more less?” 
But quite soon relaxed, the hands expert, and enjoyed 
Cooley’s expertise. answered questions not put him; such 
question “Is there any other relevant information you would like 
contribute?” considered improperly put. watched with 
detached interest the line inquiry veer toward and then shoot 
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away from one fact suspected was important; was grateful 
that the questioning never elicited that information, for would 
have damaged Jack more than wanted see Jack damaged; 
least guessed so. party Palo Alto—not cocktail party 
for Spain but red-wine social party—Jack had given all his at- 
tention harsh-voiced Mexican woman; she 
seemed have some sort ascendancy over him; Anderson had 
heard later from someone else that she had been imprisoned during 
that same year for agitating among the migratory fruit-workers 
the Salinas Valley; Anderson could not remember her name, nor 
did know anything more about Jack’s connection with her; the 
FBI would know all about her; surely this was enough, that Jack 
was connected agitator, convict, squaw Mexican. had 
been small party where they had spent most the time listening 
Beethoven quartets; nothing else relevant had happened. How 
could Cooley have uncovered such fact less than two three 
hours questioning? After minutes, when Cooley had reached 
the stage saying “If there’s nothing more, think that about 
clears up,” Anderson felt camaraderie strong enough im- 
pel him offer Cooley cup coffee. Regretfully, politely, 
Cooley declined. 


Next morning awoke before the alarm went off, and 
lay bed remembered Isabelle’s warning not let Mosher 
work him. hated think that could have been caught 
the rivalry between those two men, but wondered whether, 
Cooley had called him month earlier, would have found 
very much tell about Jack’s college activities. squirmed 
think that might have been pawn Mosher’s, one Mosher’s 

telephoned Mosher soon got work. Mosher told 
him drop later the morning; but said couldn’t 
leave The Count would Rusty come over soon possible, 
wanted talk; Mosher said okey. Anderson had only two problems 
hand, both small. had set one them the time Mosher 
had come and was feeding into the machine. 

“Well, boy, what’s your mind?” said Mosher heartily. 

“Bowling,” said Anderson without looking him. “Shut the 
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door please. Sometimes the wind blows the papers.” 

Mosher closed the door. got piece bad news 
for you, Andy. I’m afraid Rhoda has drop out the team. She 
sprained her wrist the other day. got another girl all lined 
though, thinker, Okie with real mean curve the ball. 

was going tell you,” said Anderson, slowly, his attention 
devoted flicking the right switches, “that I’m not going 
bowling.” 

Why?” 

just don’t want to.” 

“But look, Andy, I’ve been counting you.” 

really don’t, Rusty.” stood back scrutinizing the panel. 
heard Mosher mumbling okey, that’s the way you want it. 
said turning Mosher for the first time, “it won’t 
long till know the answer.” 

Mosher looked nonplussed. stepped back pace. “What 
you mean?” 

Anderson waved The Count. 

odd said Mosher half under his breath, not 
amiably, but suppressing any other quality, flatly. “Well, we’ve got 
hit the clubs with the girls again some night soon, what you 
say, old sock?” 

“Cooley called yesterday.” 

“Did he?” 

“After dinner?” 

what?” Mosher seemed definitely guard. 

“Tack.” 

“Yeh. Well, poor old Jack, I’m afraid he’d better pull him- 
self together ever wants get ahead.” 

“Mr. Filibosian trusts him.” 


you know, hiding out here like cave-dweller?” 
told me.” 


“You don’t talk that much the Old Man?” 

“Why,” said Anderson, hurrying, stuttering little, see 
him quite often his office. Just last week was with him 

“That’s okey, boy,” said Mosher expansively, slapping him 
the back. taken care fine when the Old Man goes. 
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don’t know how ever got along without The Count, man, you’re 
here stay. see personally.” 

mean going get Mr. Filibosian’s job?” 

From the look Mosher’s eye this thrust, knew perfectly 
the ambitiousness, and doubt, that plagued the big man, and felt 
contemptuous him for it. Mosher had gone all this trouble just 
get promotion, whereas Anderson himself had done only what 
was logical. You must give true answers important questions; 
that was self-evident, though Mosher might too corrupt know 
it. However, corrupt not, Anderson knew where was with 
Mosher and knew also that Mosher would never have the nerve 
anything really dangerous. Mosher was the way the world 

would not volunteer what had told Cooley about Jack, 
and saw that Mosher was afraid ask outright. 

said Mosher was starting down the steps, “did 
you see the paper the other day how they got fellow the 
Treasury Department Washington for moral turpitude?” 

“Sure,” said Mosher, “you’ve got watch your step these 
days.” 

“Things are getting worse and 

seeing you around,” said Mosher, turning go. 
your nose clean.” 

you.” 

Anderson watched his easy, enviably youthful stride, heard 
him call cheerfully girl motorscooter, saw him smear 
greeting pick-up driver. Shrugging little and rubbing his jaw, 
Anderson locked himself for the rest the day. 
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THE ZEBRA 
Ronald Perry 


All the wide world long 

the rush and grave gallop 
his city circuses, 

through the descending 
Phases color and quite 
Dark, declines, 

With black and white seasons. 


Asthough 

Were wilderness, 
Some articulate convocation 
shape and especial moment, 
And the little African dark 

But itself only another 
Complacency: like the thicket 
Under the striped skin— 
Evidence our decorum. 


THE ROCK HARBOR 


The pier has voice but silence 


Nor any seablown cry 

salt gull’s wing 
Mounts sky, 

And the most commodious 
Perfect thing 

involved the sleep 
That among 

The dropped limes that lie 
Breathless Heaven. 
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The sunfish the sunflower 
Keep their flame. 
Among the breathing water- 
Leaves the diving 
Bird and the flying fish 

Matter only themselves, 
Disturb nothing 

But the shoaling, requiem tide. 


Time much later 
Than these, laddered sun. 
Neither the wind 

Nor the bell can hide 
The long silence 
The tales tell— 

The water turned stone, 


The rain wind 
And driving hail. 


The once minnowed, broken 
Shell forgotten, 

Closes 

tendrils moss 

And the keeling sail 

the leaf, the pale 

Shrimp weed; climbs 
Heron’s wing, loses 

Only its cloistered, 
Labyrinth need: 


These voices but silence 
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DRIED VOICES 


Harold McCarthy 


The speed limit along the suburban road was thirty-five, 
Mr. Fairchild knew, was careful not over forty-five. 
was not hurry; would arrive the minister’s house 
plenty time, and drove with one tanned, well-manicured 
fingertip the steering wheel and enjoyed his delicate control over 
the great, lunging car. mixed quartet blared hit tune from the 
car radio and hummed along with them. Mr. Fairchild was 
sober-looking man, dressed cautious greys, not the kind man 
sing hit tunes, but was habit had acquired years earlier, 
when was only salesman the firm and spent long hours 
the road. 
From time time slowed down examine with friendly 
interest one the homes that comprised Innisfree Acres. But 
most the homes were concealed from the road careful land- 
scaping, usually had content himself with noting driveway en- 
trances and markers that bore the owner’s name. 
Mr. Fairchild was absorbed this pleasant pastime that 
almost collided with the police that drew alongside him 
and motioned him halt the grassy shoulder. officer ap- 
proached, looked him over carefully, and said, “You know you 
passed through sign back there don’t you?” 
Mr. Fairchild said had not seen the sign. 
“Well, you did. License and registration.” 
Mr. Fairchild handed his wallet the officer and indicated 
the required papers their cellophane compartments. The officer 


began copying down the information required and remarked, 
pleasantly, “On business this way?” 

just moved into the Innisfree Acres development,” Mr. 
Fairchild replied. “The address those papers isn’t correct now.” 
gave the officer his new address and the officer made note it. 

just way see the minister the church here,” 
Mr. Fairchild added, though this might make some difference. 
didn’t. The officer merely said, very dangerous inter- 
section you went through. We’ve had lot trouble there. have 
give you ticket.” jotted few more items his pad and 

Mr. Fairchild said nothing. The officer continued write 
his pad and repeated casually, have give you ticket. 

returned the wallet Mr. Fairchild, who removed ten 
dollar bill and placed discreetly the officer’s pad. The two men 
exchanged glance and the officer said, guess can over- 
look this time since you’re newcomer here.” returned his 
and Mr. Fairchild continued his way. turned the 
radio once more and was soon humming popular song. 


short while later Mr. Fairchild arrived the minister’s 
house. recognized once the work the architects who had 
planned the other discreetly modern homes Innisfree Acres. 
was ranch-style with fieldstone foundation and, the living-area, 
enormous window walls. Further along the road could see the 
church. looked for all the world like another, somewhat larger, 
ranch-style house with its fragile television antenna masquerading 
cross. 

Mr. Fairchild passed through the stand birches which sep- 
arated the minister’s house from the road. The walk led old 
retaining wall made from thick chunks granite that were crusted 
with moss and lichens. surmised that the minister’s house must 
have been erected the site earlier building. After had 
mounted the worn stone steps the wall, looked over the 
church and saw clearly the wide expanse brick parquetry which 
surrounded it. Probably one the old mansions had stood there, 
decided, and the carriage-house servants’ quarters stood 
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here. The situation was not unusual Innisfree Acres, where the 
architects the new development had tried make least partial 
use the foundations and great sweeps landscaped grounds 
which remained after the enormous white elephants had been torn 
down. 

The minister himself answered the door and ushered the vis- 
itor into the living-area. The appearance the minister took Mr. 
Fairchild surprise. was tall and florid, with round blue eyes 
set apart round face. His nose was round and had odd 
way pursing his lips when smiled that suggested swollen, 
wrinkled cherry. But what abruptly deprived Mr. Fairchild his 
self-assurance was the minister’s suave elegance. 

had been prepared deal with colorless someone 
dressed black, but the minister wore suit pale yellow 
Chinese silk, embroidered vest and ascot delicate blue. 
prefaced his inquiries about the weather, Mr. Fairchild’s health, 
Mr. Fairchild’s family’s health with series mannered bows and 
and all but tucked his comfortable chair. was only 
after elaborate pattern small-talk that the minister got around 
the business which Mr. Fairchild had called saying, re- 
ceived your letter transfer this morning. Your former minister 
spoke very warmly you.” 

Mr. Fairchild opened his mouth demur, but the minister 
went on, patronisingly, “I’m sure was well merited praise. Your 
leaving Kendall must have made great many people unhappy. 
Kendall charming suburb, not Innisfree sure, but charm- 
ing nevertheless. suppose was very difficult deciding leave.” 

Mr. Fairchild had not been particularly oppressed the act 
leaving Kendall, but said had been hard, was always hard 
tearing one’s roots. 

both like it, wife and and did know some peo- 
ple, quite few, that miss good deal. But after all isn’t 
terribly far away. still visit. The children were the ones who 
didn’t want leave. They had their school chums and they joined 
the scouts and forth. But they’ll get over it. fact, was for 
their sake really decided move. The neighborhood was chang- 
ing, you know what mean, and had think the children.” 

The minister nodded his head sagely and his eyes crinkled 
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gesture sadness and understanding. 

“Yes. know what you mean. But don’t think find 
that sort thing happening here Innisfree.” 

“We had think the children,” Mr. Fairchild added re- 
flectively. Both men stared piously for few moments the glazed 
surface the cocktail table between them. Then the minister’s face 
brightened. 

wife conducts the Sunday School here and look- 
ing forward meeting your two girls,” said. “Of course, where 
you are shifting denominations there will some differences the 
instruction, but children adjust quickly that.” 

sure will work out,” said Mr. Fairchild. 

The minister lifted the leather lid from small humidor and 
offered his guest cigar. Mr. Fairchild shook his head, muttered 
“Doctor’s orders” wryly, and waited while the minister prepared 
his cigar with gold cigar-cutter. There was something intimate 
and hospitable his action and the fragrance cedarwood and 
tobacco. strolled over the window wall and looked the sky, 
letting delicate plums smoke drift from his lips. 

are, assume, familiar with the articles our church.” 

Mr. Fairchild looked with surprise. 

suppose have general idea.” hesitated and then 
went confidently. matter fact Mrs. Fairchild and my- 
self thought might some reading-up religion. We’ve read 
several the new books and have gotten lot out them. even 
took carrying some the pocketbook ones around with and 
had our personnel director distribute some them the plant.” 

The minister continued gaze the sky kind private 
communion. 

“Tell me, Mr. Fairchild, what evil?” asked. 

The question floated across the room the perfume his fine 
Havana. Mr. Fairchild fidgeted and stole glance the starched 
linen cuff under which his wristwatch lay hidden. did not reply 
for while and the word “evil” drifted gracefully around the liv- 
ing-area the frail gauze lilac-colored smoke. settled Mr. 
Fairchild’s pin-striped suit and tried surreptitiously avoid it. 
For wild moment the thought occurred him that the minister 
was fool, but dismissed this thought and blandly answered, 
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“Evil would the work the devil.” 

The minister raised his semi-circular eyebrows and tilted his 
head one side. The gesture gave qualified approval Mr. Fair- 
child’s remark. 

“Bear mind now,” Mr. Fairchild continued, “‘it’s been some 
time since went Sunday School and know things have changed 
lot since then. Things are much more complex these days.” 

Mr. Fairchild was suddenly aware the minister’s close scru- 
tiny and quickly added, don’t misunderstand me. I’m for 
whatever the churches teaches, one-hundred percent.” His dark 
eyes narrowed significantly. find ready pull more 
than share the load.” 

The minister clasped his hands behind his back and paced 
slowly across the room. set each polished shoe carefully upon 
the carpet though relished the yielding sensation each food 
pressed into the thick piling. 

“Naturally,” began, “in such select community Innis- 
free Acres, each member the church expected subscribe 
certain amount the church’s funds. The committee will call upon 
you due course, and I’m sure matters will arranged sat- 
isfactorily.” 

Mr. Fairchild’s rounded shoulders strained aggressively 
against his carefully tailored suitcoat bobbed and down 
agreement with the minister’s remark. 

“That will fine. Mrs. Fairchild and myself want all 
can for the church. We’re both strangers here and want get 
know the people soon can. fact thought maybe 
might talk about membership some the committees and 
both like join the 

“Oh, oh, oh, slowly, slowly,” the minister interrupted, smiling 
redly and raising his hand mock protest. 

“Everything due course, Mr. The minister 
paced carefully the great fieldstone fireplace one end the 
room. group hydrangeas filled the fireplace. The vivid blue 
flowers rose above rich green leaves and the gleaming brass the 
andirons give effect that was once exotic and icily formal. 
The minister cradled flowerhead his hand. 

“Do you like hydrangeas, Mr. Fairchild?” 
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Mr. Fairchild looked uncertainly the fireplace and said, 
“Oh, yes, they’re fine. I’m afraid don’t know much about flowers,” 
added, “but wife and expect take gardening here.” 

“Splendid. put you for membership our Green 


Thumb. find the group most enthusiastic. What about music, 


Mr. Fairchild? you play instrument?” 

Mr. Fairchild’s face, which had registered pleasure the 
prospect joining the garden club now reflected wistful dismay. 

“No, but like classical music, course. When lived 
Kendall began going the symphony and drive every 
Thursday night, rain shine.” 

“To Symphony! Excellent. interested our cham- 
ber series. But perhaps you also enjoy sports. You may know 
our little Country Club?” 

Mr. Fairchild’s hands abruptly stopped the gentle massaging 
motion they had begun and clenched tightly together. 

“Yes, certainly do.” 

see what can do. Fortunately I’m chairman 
the membership committee.” winked cosily Mr. Fairchild. 
think manage.” 

While Mr. Fairchild expressed his gratitude, the minister re- 
turned the window. Cigar smoke drifted from his lips though 
were incense and looked out upon Innisfree Acres. was 
superb day. High the thin blue air hawk tilted slow circles 
and the breeze passing over the wooded hillside started sudden 
bursts sunlight, like golden fish darting through the soft green 
sea leaves. When the minister began speak again, was 
solemn tone. 

“We are happy community here, Mr. Fairchild, and all 
our happiness flows from the church.” 

Mr. Fairchild nodded agreement this sentiment and waited 
noncommittally for what might follow. The minister appeared 
lost thought. His chin dimpled the swell his ascot. sighed 
and began moving along the window wall. 

heavy responsibility, Mr. Fairchild, this cure souls. 
Sometimes the laity doesn’t grasp the extraordinary demands which 
the spiritual life such community Innisfree Acres makes 
upon those who dedicate their lives its supervision. Sometimes 
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there are difficult decisions make and one must refresh one’s 
spiritual being through communion with the Lord.” 

Mr. Fairchild resumed the process massaging one hand 
with the other and regarded the minister shrewdly. 

have conceived special project, personal 
ect,” the minister continued, erect small study the rear 
the rectory. would kind sanctuary which and suc- 
cessors might withdraw from time time for prayer and medita- 
tion.” The minister faced Mr. Fairchild’s reflection the window 
glass and asked, strike you worthwhile idea?” 

certainly does,” Mr. Fairchild concurred. 

“Take your case alone,” the minister resumed. “Normally 
minister content with letter transfer when someone wishes 
enter the congregation. But here the community feels more thor- 
ough investigation desired and expected push the inquiry 
rather far.” 

Mr. Fairchild turned his face from the window and fixed his 
eyes upon the blue hydrangeas. course,” said softly. 

researches indicate that your religious background 
somewhat 

suppose.” 


the allow compliment you your lovely 
name.” 

Mr. Fairchild grinned sheepishly. The minister turned from 
the reflection the window and smiled wanly him. Then 
turned back the window and pointed toward group trees 
the rear the house. 


“There, where that old orchard is, would the place carry 
out project His voice trailed off into thought, and the 
silence that followed, Mr. Fairchild drew his checkbook from 
inner pocket. With the air knowing what was about, said, 
“Now know I’m being forward here, but insist contributing 
something your project.” 

The minister turned Mr. Fairchild with look astonished 
innocence his round blue eyes. “Blessed the almsgiver, Mr. 
Fairchild.” smiled his strange smile and added, “He shall have 
his 

Mr. Fairchild scribbled for moment and handed the check 


the minister who glanced impersonal way, though 
were some minor work art which the overall sea-green color 
was much admired the delicate engraving, the waver- 
ing blue line left Mr. Fairchild’s pen. placed the check 
the mantle piece and pointed solemnly large, semi-abstract 
painting that was suspended above it. 

Mr. Fairchild, you are giving Him.” 

Mr. Fairchild’s face was blank for moment while studied 
the painting. Then recognized eye, ear, what might 
ring thorns, and smiled his understanding. 

Shortly thereafter, the two men parted. Mr. Fairchild drove 
off along the highway towards his new home Innisfree Acres. 
came the intersection where the police had stopped him, 
proceeded with particular care. When had passed the intersec- 
tion, however, was half-angry with himself for moment because 
had forgotten notice whether not there was “Stop” sign. 
Then thought over the events the afternoon and hummed 
popular tune. 


THE REPORT 
Kenneth Hanson 


Say nobody’s word speaks half 
his harbor’s reckoning. Fugitive 
how the crabbed sea your 
landfall kin eyes mute the shore! 


How when moves each hawk’s 
householder marks the spot! 

Sun the steepled town unlocks 
his rowdy witnesses. caught 


the light’s rude patchwork 

hear, poor Spain’s hedged cock 
proclaims what cannot his heart 
above the loud hill’s true report. 
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NOTES, REVIEWS, AND SPECULATIONS 


almost have conclude that there more truly funny fiction— 
only gags and sort bony hysteria. get stories which are meant 
funny, and print witty poems, but the stories almost invariably fail, and 
wit draws more blood than circulates. Elsewhere fiction seems the same 
—sober, with occasional harsh crackles the frustrations steady-drink- 
ing suburbia. Quiet raucous, desperation not funny, and the defeat 
small people not comic; whimpers are merely embarrassing. 


his inconclusive valedictory Discovery Mr. Vance Bourjaily com- 
mends the “fine and serious writers” who contributed the magazine. His 
phrase may one key the situation deplore. hard thought 
fine unless serious, and writers naturally want fine. “Serious” has be- 
come totem and the taboo “unserious” expatriates the accused. “Funny” 
ought the antonym but recent American writers not seem find 
literary word all. They seem feel choice save that between “seri- 
ous” and “unsuccessful.” 


Robert Bassing’s fine story “Lullaby” Discovery not “serious,” 
but funny funny way: man and his wife lie their room 
three o’clock the third insomniac morning rainy stay resort rec- 
ommended richer friends. They have agreed not take seconal tablets. 
The husband can’t shake off song, “Save the bones for Henry Jones.” The 
wife has asthma, toe cramps, and persistent images two unloved acquaint- 
ances also the resort; she has been reading Karen Horney and preoc- 
cupied with her own psyche. They squabble mildly about the bedside glass 
water. Hungry, they share the remains some candy and six potato 
chips. The vacation costing too much. They more less decide leave 
the morning, take the rest the seconal tablets, and fall asleep compan- 
ionably. 


sketchy argument, but enough show that the scene familiar 
—two nameless people encased amateur psychiatry, undignified afflic- 
tions, nagging images, overheated cigarettes, and sleeping tablets—in sum, 
petty frustrations, too much self-consciousness, and perpetual anticlimax. 
Just what say not funny, fact. But Mr. Bassing sees this scene bi- 
focally—as human situation, and the scene modern fiction’s substi- 
tute for laughter. puts too much petty frustration here. Even the two 
characters know that there too much. Mr. Bassing’s story funny 
has made answering the question, “How much small misery will 
small space?” puts much that his little world cracks. 


Any writer makes world, but the world the kind modern fiction 
Mr. Bassing comprehends “Lullaby” small, cluttered, tactile, and her- 
metic. is, fact, overcivilized cave. Much modern fiction leaves out 
genuine laughter because, following tendency modern criticism, 
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least parallel it, myopic. There are signs that perceiving the small 
fictional world very closely diminishing our power perceive the big 
real world One can snivel well rage for order. 


The English, though damp, are not dismayed. Joyce Cary still grows 
—praise be, and since the second world war his countrymen have produced 
some writing which good and funny— Jonathan Wain’s Hurry Down, 
Kingsley Amis’s Lucky Jim, and Enright’s Academic Year, for start. 
There sort Picarro character near the center each. All three novels 
are about people who recognize that they have become encysted and recog- 
nize that life depends getting out sacs. All three have gusto and fi- 
nesse, demonstrating that the two qualities are not mutually exclusive. 


Spare us, course, the sunny bubbling laughter. But somewhere be- 
tween here and Mary McCarthy’s risus sardonicus Randall Jarrell lonely. 
There room for several more, and still time and world enough for 
comedy. 


**** POETRY NOTES. Ernest Kroll’s The Pauses the Eye (Dutton, 
$3.00), represents the recent work poet who has appeared many quar- 
terlies, including Epoch (“Prosopopoeia,” Spring 1954). The title suggests 
that Mr. Kroll’s poetry rooted deeply images things seen, but read- 
ing the whole book shows that although objects seen are the subject mat- 
ter, the dramatic cause the poems—the actual perception—is not the most 
important element most them. Mr. Kroll allows the thing seen pro- 
vide point departure for meditations. poem statue Washing- 
ton becomes poem about Washington himself and about the perceiver. 
The imagistic quality the poems not strong enough carry them 
itself; their strength lies evenness tone which gives the sense that 
the perceiver reasonable and thoughtful man. The technique not flaw- 
less: the poem Washington’s statue the “master-disaster” rime surely 
militates against the image heroism intended; similar examples can 
found. and large, Mr. Kroll not innovator with forms even though 
uses variety them—generally “loose” ones, which give sense 
meditation. 


Permit Refuge, posthumous volume (California Quarterly, 
$3.00) Edwin Rolfe works forms more confined than Mr. Kroll’s. 
Though his creations are fluent, his work whole not interesting form- 
ally, Mr. Rolfe has adopted, perhaps never has shaken off, attitude 
which smacks the political poetry the 1930’s even though the objects 
and actions described are not necessarily conducive this kind treat- 
ment. The result often sentimentality too easily confused with strong 
romantic individualism. Occasional stanzas are nevertheless powerful, and 
there least one quite good poem, Poem Friends Who Laugh 
Science-Fiction.” 


William Burford’s work (his latest Man Now, Southern Methodist 
University Press, $2.50) bears watching. One cannot call Man Now real- 
successful volume. extremely uneven. Too often somehow, Mr. Bur- 
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ford uses conventional religious images frontal attacks. But the same 
time capable the delicate simplicity “The Guitarist,” the clear 
violence “The Sparrows,” and interesting cadences. 


Elder Olson’s volume, The Scarecrow Christ and other Poems, (Noon- 
day Press, $3.00), represents the poet’s opinion his best work the last 
twenty-five years. includes poems from volumes published 1934 and 
1940 plus selection his work since 1939. might expect find here 
poetic development and maturity. do. Mr. Olson, well-known critic, 
cerebral but also singing poet. knows enough tradition not 
fooled fad. What sometimes studied archaism syntax diction 
expression his own independence. likely that finds the 
work such poet Leonie Adams natural model. But this not 
say that Mr. Olson’s work unoriginal. The Scarecrow Christ signifi- 
cant volume. deserves, incidentally, far better printing than Noonday 
gave it. 

Among the volumes discussed this report, the best printing job 
far that given Mr. Rolfe’s. 


*** Two volumes poets who have appeared Epoch were published 
1954, before this column was introduced. They were Octavian Shooting 
Targets (Dodd, Mead) Arthur Gregor and Eden Two-Way (Harper) 
Chad Walsh. 
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least parallel it, myopic. There are signs that perceiving the small 
fictional world very closely diminishing our power perceive the big 
real world potential. One can snivel well rage for order. 


The English, though damp, are not dismayed. Joyce Cary still grows 
be, and since the second world war his countrymen have produced 
some writing which good and funny— Jonathan Wain’s Hurry Down, 
Kingsley Amis’s Lucky Jim, and Enright’s Academic Year, for start. 
There sort Picarro character near the center each. All three novels 
are about people who recognize that they have become encysted and recog- 
nize that life depends getting out sacs. All three have gusto and 
nesse, demonstrating that the two qualities are not mutually exclusive. 


Spare us, course, the sunny bubbling laughter. But somewhere be- 
tween here and Mary McCarthy’s risus sardonicus Randall Jarrell lonely. 
There room for several more, and still time and world enough for 
comedy. 


**** POETRY NOTES. Ernest Kroll’s The Pauses the Eye (Dutton, 
represents the recent work poet who has appeared many quar- 
terlies, including Epoch Spring 1954). The title suggests 
that Mr. Kroll’s poetry rooted deeply images things seen, but read- 
ing the whole book shows that although objects seen are the subject mat- 
ter, the dramatic cause the poems—the actual perception—is not the most 
important element most them. Mr. Kroll the thing seen pro- 
vide point departure for meditations. poem statue Washing- 
ton becomes poem about Washington himself and about the perceiver. 
The imagistic quality the poems not strong enough carry them 
itself; their strength lies evenness tone which gives the sense that 
the perceiver reasonable and thoughtful man. The technique not flaw- 
less: the poem Washington’s statue the “master-disaster” rime surely 
militates against the image heroism intended; similar examples can 
found. and large, Mr. Kroll not innovator with forms even though 
uses variety them—generally “loose” ones, which give sense 
meditation. 


Permit Refuge, posthumous volume (California Quarterly, 
$3.00) Edwin Rolfe works forms more confined than Mr. Kroll’s. 
Though his creations are fluent, his work whole not interesting form- 
ally, Mr. Rolfe has adopted, perhaps never has shaken off, attitude 
which smacks the political poetry the 1930’s even though the objects 
and actions described are not necessarily conducive this kind treat- 
ment. The result often sentimentality too easily confused with strong 
romantic individualism. Occasional stanzas are nevertheless powerful, and 
there least one quite good poem, Poem Friends Who Laugh 
Science-Fiction.” 


William Burford’s work (his latest Man Now, Southern Methodist 
University Press, $2.50) bears watching. One cannot call Man Now real- 
successful volume. extremely uneven. Too often somehow, Mr. Bur- 
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ford uses conventional religious images frontal attacks. But the same 
time capable the delicate simplicity “The Guitarist,” the clear 
violence “The Sparrows,” and interesting cadences. 


Elder Olson’s volume, The Scarecrow Christ and other Poems, (Noon- 
day Press, $3.00), represents the poet’s opinion his best work the last 
twenty-five years. includes poems from volumes published 1934 and 
1940 plus selection his work since 1939. might expect find here 
poetic development and maturity. do. Mr. Olson, well-known critic, 
cerebral but also singing poet. knows enough tradition not 
fooled fad. What sometimes studied archaism syntax diction 
expression his own independence. likely that finds the 
work such poet Leonie Adams natural model. But this not 
say that Mr. Olson’s work unoriginal. Scarecrow Christ signifi- 
cant volume. deserves, incidentally, far better printing than Noonday 
gave it. 


Among the volumes discussed this report, the best printing job 
far that given Mr. Rolfe’s. 


*** Two volumes poets who have appeared Epoch were published 
1954, before this column was introduced. They were Octavian Shooting 
Targets (Dodd, Mead) Arthur Gregor and Eden Two-Way (Harper) 
Chad Walsh. 
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